MODERN TRAVEL

after the spongy masses that fill and surround it
have completely desiccated, slowly fraying out
outward from the top as the ribs part, until at
last the Papago carries them away to roof his
house or his family tomb.

In the vast abras of southern Arizona, there is
no woody growth capable of furnishing the wood-
pecker with the cool, dark house in which he
brings up his broods. In a single unbranched
sahuaro near Casa Grande, this year, I counted
seventeen woodpeckers' holes, ranged up and
down like the little openings of the cliff-dwellers'
caves. Frequently the vacated apartments of
the sahuaro skyscraper will be occupied by the
pygmy owl, who may have made a meal of the
eggs or young birds before he established his own
family there. Everywhere, from the sahuaro
towers, little blue-headed hawks may be seen
perching, or, from the vantage of their height,
launching swift predatory flights. But when in
the crotch of some three-hundred-year-old speci-
men the fierce red-tail has made his nest, you will
find all that neighbourhood vacant of bird life.

It is not easy to take the life of a sahuaro, even
when, just to see the tiny wavering flame run up
the ridges, you set a match to the rows of oily
spines. Even uprooted, as it may be in torrential
seasonal rains, the prostrate column has un-
measured powers of living on its stored waters,
and making an upward turn of its growing tip.
One such I found at the back of Indian Oasis,
toward Topohua, which had turned and budded
after what must have been several seasons of over-
throw.

If the column is by any accident broken, lateral
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